The contention of, the two famous Houfes, 

And thou brother Montague, in Leifterfhire 
Buckingham and Northamptonfhire fhalt finde, 

Aden well inclindc to do what thou commands. 

And thou brauc Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 

Shalt in thy Countries muder vp thy friends. 

My Soueraigne with his louingCittizens, 

Shall red in London till vve come to him, 

Faire Lords take lea tie, and Band not to reply. 

Farewell my Soueraigne. 

A/«<r.Farwell my Hettor , my Troies true hope. 

^r.Farwel fwect Lords.lcts meetc at Couentry. 
^//.Agreed. Exeunt otnnes 

Enter Edward and his trame. 

Edtv. Seize on the fhamcfac’ft Hetsry, 

And once againc conuey him to the Tower, 

Away with him,I will not hearc him fpeake. 

And now towards Couentry let ys bend our courfe. 

To meetc with warwicke and his confederates. 

Exeunt omnes, 

£ nter Warwicke on the wait. 

War. Where is the pode that came from valiant Oxford ? 
How farre hence is thy Lord,my honed fellow ? 

Oxf.pofte&y this at Daintry marching hitherward. 

War. Where is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the Pode that came from Montague ? 

Pofle.] left him at Donfmore with his troopes. 

War . Say S urnmer field , w here is my louing fonne ? 

And by thy guefle.how farre is Clarence hence ? 

Summer. A t Southam my Lord I left him with 
His force,and do expert him two houres hence. 

War. Then Oxford is at hand,l heare his Drum. 

Enter Edward and his power. 

Glo. See brother, where the CutUc Warwicke mans the wall 
' War. O vnbid fpight,is fpotfull Edward comet 
Where flept our fcouts,or how arc they feduc’d. 




of Torke and LancaTter, 

That we could haue no newes of their repaire 

£W»\Now Wt «w«%,wilt thou be forry for thy faults 
And call Edward king, and he will pardon thee. 

War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

Confetfe who fet thee vp and puld thee downe. 

Call Warwicke Patron, and be penitent ? 

Ancl thou {halt dill renwine the Duke of Yorke. 

qio. I had thought at lead he would haue faid the king. 

Or did he make the-icad againft his will. 

War.' Twas Warwicke gaue the king’dome to thy brother. 
Edw.Why then tis mine,if but by IP'arwickj pift . 

War .I,but thou art no .. 4tlas for fo a great a weight 
And weakling , Warwicke takes his gift againe, '■* 

Henry is my king , Warwicke his fubicdl. 

Mj-.I prethee gallant Warwicke tell me this. 

What is the body when the head is off? > 

Glo. Alaflcjthat tv arwicky had no more forefight, 

But whild he fought to deale the fingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from the decke. 

You left poore Henry in the Bifhops pallace, 

And ten to one you’l meete him in the Tower. 

Sdw.Tis euen fo,and yet you are old Warwicke dill. 

War. O cheercfull colours,fee where Oxford comes. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldton. 

Ox, Oxford , Oxfor d, for Lancaster. Exit „ 

£#.The gates are open,fee,they enter in. 

Lets follow them, and bid them battaile in the dreetes. 

<j/i?.No,fo iome other might fet vpon our backes 
Wee 1 day till all De entcred,and then follow them. 

Enter Somerfet,witbT)rumand fbldiors, 
Som.Somerfet } Somerfetfox Lane after. 

Qlo.J wo of thy name/ooth Dukes of Somerfet, 

Haue folde their liues vnto the houfe of Torke, 

And thou ilaalt be the thirdjifmyfword hold; 
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